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1 ALL WOUND UP AND READY TO GO. That's John I.
_ Wagner enjoying a Camel cigarette as he climbs into the
cockpit of a shining new Vultee plane. He makes about 40 test
flights per month, putS the new models through their paces.

2

HERE HE GOES! Below, the snowcapped Sierras of California. A flier
must be sure of his nerves. And Wagner, like Lee Gehlbach, Col. Roscoe
Turner, and other famous pilots, prefers to smoke mild, good·tasting Camels.

A big job, yes. But perhaps the hard work and adventure make
the enjoyment of life's pleasures all the keener-for he certainly
admires Camels! John Wagner says: "After a test flight, it's
swell to let up - light up a good-tasting Camel."

3 THE CLASSIC TEST of planes and
men-the power·dive. The start: 20,000
feet up . .. nose down .. . motor wide
opell ... the pull-out ... the di ve is over.
How would you like to do that 40
times a month .•. or 01zce?

FOR
SMOKING

PLEASURE

AT ITS BEST

4

BACK ON terra firma, and it tastes
gQod to let up-light up a Camel again.
"I changed to Camels and found a new
smoking delight," Wagner says .
"Camels are milder, non·irritating,
packed with full, round Bavor."

5

"CAMEL'S MILDNESS has meant
a lot to me," he goes on, "because I'm a
steady smoker and Camel is one cigarette that never tires my taste - just
k eeps on giving me smoki ng pleasure at
its best." Camels wi ll appeal to you too!

CAMEL ...
THE CIGARETTE OF
COSTLIER TOBACCOS

'b

Pigskin Or Horsehide
BY

HAROLD HUGHES
I think that the Colleges have
made a mistake by building football stadiums. What with all the
de-emphasis on football they
should of built "hoss tracks!" The
Presidents have objected to the
students drinking at the foot-ball
games. N ow if we had a race
track instead of a half-empty football stadium this ugly monster
would bow its ugly head-forsooth, because you don't have to
drink at a race track to get "soaked". But just think of the new
students that would be attracted
to Western, to say nothing of the
touts, stable boys, jockeys and the
rest of the upper social stratum.
that makes up the racing world.
Mathematics would be put on a
practical basis. There would be
an extra-curriculum cQurse in permutating and the science of hazards. rrhe College newspapers
would be turned into form sheets,
with all of the past performances
of the leading college throughbreds. The chair in bookmaking
would be held by Honest John
Filch (they call him Honest John,
because he once stole a zepplin
and didn't take the hanger. From
then on the "word" went around
that you could trust him with a
hanger.) He is the man that would
have charge of gambling, as honest as gas meter. Slot machines
to keep the students off the streets
at night. A student could work
his way through college with a
pocketful of lead slugs and a bent
hair pin. Then a night club, and
gambling casino would keep the
students at school during the
week-ends. My guess is that this
idea will spread like poison ivy at
a Sunday school picnic. The new
vernacular would include such
words as: tout, parley, odds on,
scratched, bird cage pool, furlong,
and faro. Just imagine a big
"hoss" race with Murray, with all
the Murray stews yelling for their
horse to do the impossible. Then
if the Murray horse should stum-

ble across the finish line a winner, then all the smart boys would
collect the "smart" money. My
idea is to bring gambling out into
the open and let the light of
knowledge shine on it.
Half of the boys are sitting up
nights in penny ante poker 'games
and losing their socks and valuable sleep, when they shpuld be
listening to "Lights Out" or Artie
Shaw's orchestra. If they had
spent an afternoon at the races
they would be broke until that
check from home arrived. This
would give ample time for the
pursuit of knowledge. You never
saw a race track speculator, who
didn't have lots of time to squander. Notice I said time not money.

B U W KY

Passing Own Sentence
Tipsy-Judge, you're so dumb
I (hic) betcha don't know how
many days in Feb'ary.
Judge-Twenty-eight days! Next
case!
Just One More Question
Professor The examination
questions are now in' the hands of
the printer. Are there any lastminute questions you would like
answered?
Frosh-Who's the printer, professor?
Usual
"The Weavers next door are
quiet tonight. Is there anything
wrong?"
"No; they're always like that.
When he proposed he just held up
a diamond ring and said 'Eh?' and
she looked at it and said 'Uhhuh'."
What's In A Name?
"And what is the child's name?"
asked the minister.
"Shirley," replied the mother.
"Shirley?"
"Yes, sir, after the famous Shirley Temple."
"Yes, yes, of course," said the
minister. "Let me see, who's the
preacher there just now?"
Well Read
Prof.-"Do you read Shakespeare's works?"
Co~Ed-"Yes, as fast as they
come out."

A. E. STONE
Managing Editor

• • •

The Buwky is published each month
(ten times) during the college year exinterest of the students of the Bowling
Green
(B)usiness
(U)n1versity
and
(W)estern (K)entuck(y) state Teachers
College, Bowling Green, Kentucky. Editorial and advertising offices, 1027 state
street, Bowling Green, Kentucky. All
business communications and manuscripts,
drawings, items, etc., should be sent to
this address.
Fore:gn subscriptions one dollar and a
""l! oer year.

1st Stude-"Whatcha been doing this summer?"
2nd Ditto-"N ot a thing."
1st Stude-"Who ya working
for?"
Gent: "Is it true that my son
has owed you for a suit for five
years?"
Tailor: "Yes. Do you wish to
pay the bil?"
Gent: "No-I would like a suit
on the same terms."
All of us work for the government. The trick is to get paid
for it.

How I Became A Poet
The boy stood on the burning
deck;
His fleece was white as snow
Until the flames crept up 'round
his neck;
Then how his fleas did go.
That is not poetry. Take my
word for it. I did that before I
really learned to write poetry. It
seems traditional that all great
projects, even those of the WPA,
have a dedication. Well, this is
that; so for the sake of argument
w w ill assume that the above is
poetry. Just to prove to you that
formerly I had no idea how to
write poetry here is another epic
I wrote while I was still a novice
and not the master poet I am today.
Ode To A Louse In My Moustache
Ah you itsy bitsy critter
How you keep my upper lip
atwitter.
At home you are so retiring,
B~t when in class I am aspirmg
To face the prof with sober mein
Then you louse you must be
seen.
Of cours~ .I'm. not apologizing
for the assmme ItSY, bitsy babytalk stuff, ~ut I feel that my present reputatwn as a cynic demands
that I say I don't practice it today. After all I was only a frosh
then and besides I was in love.
All the world loves a lover, you
know, and on rare occasions will
even forgive baby-talk. As you
no doubt suspect by now, I am a
poet. I became one for divers
reasons. For one thing I am
Scotch by nature and I was intrigued by the saving on haircuts
I would make if I became one of
the shaggy-haired brotherhood. I
was also in love. Need I say
more?
Like all great poets I had an
humble
beginning.
Everyone
must have a beginning no matter
~hat his racket may be. Napoleon
dId not become the first world's
feath~rweight champion until he
h~d fIrst slugged it · out with the
wIdow J osep?ine in a preliminary
bout; Washmgton did not cut
down the cherry tree until he had
first honed his hatchet; Nero did
not make his debut at the burning of Rome until he had first
tuned his fiddle and warmed the
seat of his pants; and I did not
become a poet until I had discovered an easy twelve lesson plan

that was guaranteed to succeed
with the extreme consternation of
any who laughed when I sat down.
I have always been fascinated
by poetry. Even as a child I
loved poetry and longed to be able
to dash off a jingle any time the
mood struck me. I envied those
who could create rhymes without
any visible effort. Then one day I
chanced to read Poe's essay, "Philosophy pf Composition." The first
time I ever read this I was of the
opmwn that he was slightly
stretching the truth. It seemed
to me that no poet could deliberately sit down and write poetry
as he said he did. The first time
I read his essay I said to myself,
"How in the sacred name of the
ninety-ninth muse could a person write such a beautiful poem
as "The Raven" in such a cold,
unbiased, scientific fashion?" I
had always agreed with the idea
that poetry was a spontaneous
overflow of emotion instead of
something that one planned as he
would a model of an aeroplane.
I believed that poetry was born
not made. But I kept reading the
essay until I was convinced of the
wisdom of Poe's method of composition; an9. even to believe that
I could select subject,' any subject
would do, and by an application of
Poe's scientific theorems write a
poem.
The more I read the essay, the
easier it seemed to me. As Poe
explained it, there was nothing at
all to it. One had only to select
some melancholy, morbid, fantastic idea and phrase it in a certain
preconceived style. Nothing at
all to it. My mind was made up.
I would write a poem and thereby
un suppress my suppressed desires.
All that was necessary was for
me to follow Poe's instructions,
and after all I had once made an
aeroplane by following the monthly instructions in a magazine. So
I reasoned, why can't I write a
poem?
After the fashion of Poe I took
inventory and found that I had
absolutely nothing with which to
work. Not even knowing some
rhyming words, I went to the library and got a rhyming lexicon.
I thumbed through this until I discovered a group of rhyming words
that to me seemed very unique.
Arthritis, Bronchitis, Gastritis,
Beningitis, Laryngitis, Nueritis,

and Tonsillitis.
I chose these
words for several reasons. They
were beautiful, sonorous words
and to my knowledge had never
before been used in a poem; so I
had an entirely untouched field.
I was assured from the start that
my poem would be original. Then
too, these words were admirably
suited to the general theme or
effect that I wished to create;
namely, an air of melancholy and
grief. To take these heretofore
greatly slandered words and from
them to weave a pattern of beauty was an ambition worthy of a
master, to say nothing of a novice.
These words haunted me; the more
I thought of them the more I became fascinated by them. It was
a simple task to decide upon the
length of my poem. In fact, it
was already decided for me, I
must use all of them. My poem
was to be composed of two stanzas
-one of four lines and a refrain
of three lines.
Wanting to create a morbid,
melancholy impression, I reasoned in this manner. How to get
an effect of sadness? Why by
death; nothing is sadder than
death. Death by what? It had
to be by arthitis, meningitis, bronchitis, gastritis, laryngitis, neuritis, or tonsillitis. Which was the
saddest? No, gastritis, tonsillitis,
arthitis were ' out; they were too
commonplace. Everyone had them.
Meningitis was no good-it was
too jerky and tense, not at all
suited to a nice poetical death.
Laryngitis, that was the one. If
death were the saddest of subjects, then a death that left one
unable to vocalize for several days
before the passing away would be
sadder still. What to use as the
subject of my poem? Men and
women were no good. They were
not in keeping with the uniqueness of my poem. Trees, cats,
dogs, mice, lice-all had been used
by poets throughout the ages.
What am I writing about? Disease
of course. Then why not use
some lowly form of animal life
such as the microbe or amoeba?
Amoeba, that is excellent; it is a
very beautiful word and agrees
with the general air of my poem.
N ow the age and sex of my subject. An infant would be good,
for the death of an infant, especially of an infant amoeba, is always good for at least one heart-

It

PRINCE ALBERTS
NO-RISK OFFER
IS TOO GOOD TO MISS,
MEN. YOU GET

MILDER, TASTIER
SMOKING-

OR NO PAY!

in on r eal smoking
Cj oy,yourself
pipe f a n s ; tamp down
UT

Prince Alber t in yo ur pipes today.
Prince Alber t's " crimp cut" packs
1'i ght , burn s s lowe r , an d d raws
swell. Try P .A.' s easy-go ing
sm oo thn ess . Th ere' s pl en ty of
rich, ripe taste a nd extr a mildness
in Prince Albert t oo - choice tobaccos "no-bite" treated f or extra
mildness, mellowness. No wonder
Prince Alber t is guamnteed to
give yo u smoking pleasure! Take
up that ,g rand "show me" offer on
P.A. (lower left) today.

P.A. PAYS YOU IN REAL
, PIPE -JOY OR WE PAY

SO MILD

so
pipefuls of fragrant
tobacco in every
handy pocket tin
of Prince Albert

felt sob. But I must incorporate
laryngitis into the poem in some
sane, sensible manner. Why not
have a young female amoeba, say
abou t sixteen , pass ,from this 'vale
of tears via the laryngitis route?
Not bad, I'd say . The death of a
young female is always sad, but to
die from some disease that leaves
one speechless for days preceding
the actual end, especially a female, w ould be the lowest d,e pths
of gr ief and woe. It ought to lay
readers in the aisles with , great
heart-rending outbursts of wailing. You see how simple it is if
you go about writing a poem according t o the scientific principles
of P oe. Anyone can do it by a little simple deduction.
H aving settled all these fundamental details, I sat down to write
the poem proper. But let me say
right here that I had already decided upon the last line of my first
stanza. I had composed it after
deciding upon the fatal disease.
It was to be in a peculiar meter,
I m igh t say a conglomeration of
all the known meters. I call it
the "one-two button your shoe"
meter w ith a slight inkling of the

"hi de ho" meter in it. This gives
a slightly jubliant tone to it in order to offset the general theme
which suggests death, undertakers, and floral horseshoes. It
shows that man, or in this case
amoeba, should rise from the funeral bier and struggle toward a
higher goal. By my last line"She languidly languished away
with Laryngitis," I set the rhythmical standard of my poem. This
assured me that I would be able
to write the other lines in such a
way that they would not be
stronger than it and would be able
to have them rise to the climax
in a climactic fashion. This is in
keeping with Poe's advice to always write the last line first. I
then had the nucleus for m y poem.
N ext I composed the refrain: "Oh
dear, how she is ailing." This refrain further carried out the significant idea of my poem, for by
reading it one can easily tell that
it is about sickness and death. It
constantly reminds one that death
is inevitable and that even the
lowly amoeba is not exempt. After
that it was easy to write the other lines of my poem.
Come

around sometime and y ou m ay
read the finished product upon
the payment of the small sum of
two bent pins.
Poet: "Is the editor in?"
Information Girl: "No."
Poet: "Well, just throw this
poem in the waste basket for him,
will you?"
Tommy came out of the room
in which his father was tacking
down a carpet. He was crying
lustily.
"Why, Tommy, what's the matter?" asked his mother.
"P-p-papa hit his finger with
the hammer," sobbed Tommy.
"Well, you needn't cry at a
thing like that," comforted his
mother. "Why didn't you laugh? "
"I did," sobbed Tommy.
Mother: "Jackie, dear, I see that
Betty has the smaller apple. Did
you give her the choice? "
Jackie: "Yes, mao I t old her
she could have the smaller one or
none at all, and she chose the
small one."

Sing A Song At

OUI Expense
Instead Of "Sing A Song Of Sixpence"

Editors note: In this issue there
are several poems by George
Crawford. Several of his poems
have been set to music by Jim
Arnold, founder of the Modern
Choir at Western.
"Life"

by
Crawford
Life at its best is a miserable
horror.
A poor counterfeit of the real.
A fruitless epic, a vauge apprehension.
And ghost of a truer ideal.
Georg~

There is no fruition on its waterless plain.
It is but a Sahara of sand.
Whose burning trials and thirsty
miles.
Wither the heart and the hand.
And over it all is a merciless sky.
Where the sun in its fury comes
down.
And stranded alone on its parching sand.
Many human wrecks are found.
Where ever we look is ever the
same.
Flat sands on a desert of strife.
0' can we escape this fantastic
dream.
This mirage we mortals call life.

gling clan.
0' will it ever end--will there ever
be rest.
.
Surcease from lifes sorrow and
woe.
If such place there be-please lend
me your hand
For there's where my heart cries
to go.

0' help 0' · help me and may be
some time
Tho humble the act I could do,
I might bridge a deep chasm-extend my hand
.
Or speak one kind word for you.
"White West Hall"
by
George Crawford
Into the wards of white west hall.
That pleasing and cool retreat.
Perfumed by beautiful rarest gem.
The feminine form complete.

So majestic in its grandeur.
But 'tis beauty makes its grand.
For 'tis the habitat of angels.
Less their wings you'll understand.
.
From its windows floats the music.
Of happy voices in their prime.
As each fluttering heart rejoices.
0' be kind to them old time.

Roses b~oom upon the campus.
Shall we ever achieve shall we Columbine Larkspur and Leek.
But no rose shall ever rival.
ever know.
The real from which this shadow · The rose of west halls cheek.
is cast.
Will the burning sands end at the A bunch of germs were hitting it
up
palms.
And shall we reach there at last. In the bronchial sal~o.n:;
Two bugs in the edge of the
larynx
There must be a real, a true some
Were jazzing a rag-time tune.
where.
Back in the teeth, in a solo game,
Or else why on this deserts
Sat dangerous Ack-Kerchoo;
bleached sand.
Should there ever fall one ray of And watching his . pulse was his
light of lovehope.
Across the path of earths strug- The lady that's known as Flu.

WOMAN
by
Harold Hughes
Tears are dispersed when a woman appears
Tears are only salt and water
A woman has only one fault
She is a woman and will reappear.
Dissolve me in pleasure and soft
r epose.
Caress me.
Press me.
I am but · a red, red rose.
"Things Alive"
by
George Crawford
Who wants a f.lower with wilted
bloom
Or bird with a broken wing,
Flowers are sweeter with blossoms
fresh ,
And birds when alive and can
sing.

'r

So molest them not who ever you
are,
They are lifes most lovely things,
Flowers that grow on fresh green
stems,
And birds that live and sing.
There was once a finicky prude,
Whd vowed she detested the nude,
So chicken and feather
She ate of together,
And said 'twas decorous food.
Qde To A New Hat
This, my pretties, is the season
When, with little rhyme or reason
You:ll go tearing to the hatter's
Sales talk on the current headgear . . .
tty ou look marvelous in red
dear." . . .
You will squander all your dough
On some wild and strange chapeau
Which you fondly hope is Ritzy
But which looks, so help me,
skitzy!
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SWIM
AT THE

Bowling Green
BATHING BEACH
Foot of Chestnut Street

Lights for Night
SHALLOW & O"EEP WATER
LIFE GUAROS AT ALL
TIMES
• BOATS
• SUITS
• TOWELS • SHOWERS

Admission

IOc

L

DINE and DANCE
AT

Green Gables

*

Mile Out Louisville Road

"City Bus Passes Here

An Alleged Joke
The newspaper editor was instructing a new reporter.
"Never state as a fact anything
you are not absolutely sure about,"
said the editor. "To keep on the
safe side, you should always use
the words, 'alleged,' 'claimed,'
'rumored,' and so on, unless you
are sure that everything you report is true."
The new reporter was sent out
to get society items, and the .n ext
day the following paragraph appeared in the paper:
"It is rumored that a bridge
party was given yesterday by a
number of reputed ladies. Mrs.
J ones, it is said, was hostess. The "
g"uests, it is alleged, with the exception of Mrs. Jackson, who says
she comes from Ohio, were all
local people. Mrs. Jones claims to
be be the wife of Howard Jones,
who is rumored to be doing a
thriving business in town, allegedly in real estate."

Tough Guy
"Well, here's the same tramp I
gave some pie to yesterday."
"Ah," said her husband, "they're
hardened, these tramps."

The secret of success in writing
is in hitting the right keys on the

. Sel-Denial
Father: " Son, can't you <5t
down your college expenses? You
know, you are almost ruining the
family."
Son: "Well, I might possibly do
without any books."

typ~writer.

--------

A synonym is a word used when
you can't spell the word you want.
No Progress
"My advice to you, colonel, is
to go through the movements of
driving without using the ball,"
said the golf instructor.
"My dear fellow," answered the
colonel, "that's precisely the trouble I'm wanting to overcome."
Newspaper Stuff
"I've just returned from photographing big game in Africa."
"Well, well, any gnus?"

A NEW INVENTION
ReUJ TlRt mllGHet I?:::::.

TY'!P

_flTHfiLf THEeDST.

AUTHOR.lZEO HAWKINSON TIRE
TREAO SERVIC~ •

GUARANTEED NEW TIRE MILEAGE
AT ABOUT Y2 PRICE

LARMON TIRE SERVICE
10th AT CENTER STREET

As The Years Pass
Evolution of a man's ambition:
To be a circus clown.
To be like dad.
To be a fireman.
To do something noble.
To get wealthy.
To make ends meet.
To get the old-age pension.

Professor's Daughter: "Circumstances compel me to decline a
marital arrangement with a man
of no pecuinary resources."
Student: "Er-I don't get you-"
Professor's Daughter: "That's
just what I'm telling you!"
Our grandmothers believed that
there was a destiny which shaped
our ends, but the modern girl
places more faith in a girdle.

Cause And Effect
Beauty specialists say that not
one woman in ten could pass a
beauty test. As a result, not one
woman in ten can pass a beauty
parlor.

New Boarder: "When I left my
last place the landlady wept."
Landlady: "But I won't. You
have to pay in advance here."
An Evolution
My dear Miss Smith;
Dear Miss Smith
Dear Mary;
Dearest Mary;
Mary Darling;
Mary, beloved;
My soulmate;
Darling wife;
Deary Mary;
Hello Mame;
Pay to the order of Mrs. Mary
S. Doe.
That Man's In Again!
Poet: "Whenevr I read a beautiful spring poem it makes me
feel like a bird and I want to fly
above the clouds."
Editor: "Yes, every time I read
one it make me soar."

EXPERT WATCH
and JEWELRY
REPAIRING

••

Complete
Lines of First Class
Watches and
Jewelry
RELIABLE

RESPONSI BLE

R.L. KENNEDY
&SON
306 Main Street
Across from Mansard Hotel

Daredevils
A farmer came into the village
railway station with his wife and
approached the ticket window. He
addressed the station agent:
"Say, Mister, has the three-ten
train gone yet?"
"The three-ten train left a quater of a'n hour ago."
"And how soon will the four
o'clock train be along, do you
think?"
"It'll be quite a while before
that train is due."
"Are there any passenger trains
before then?"
"No."
"Any freights?"
"No."
"No trains at all?"
"None."
"Are you sure?"
"Certainly I'm sure!" bawled
the exasperated ticket agent. ....
"Then, Sophie," said the farmer,
turning to his wife, "now I reckon
we can cross them tracks."

Love is the feeling that you feel
when you feel that you are going
to have a feeling that you have
never felt before,
He: "When did you discover
that you loved me?"
She: "When I was angry because the others called you an
idiot."

IIA GOOD DRUG STORE

II

Callis Drug Co.
936 State St.

P h one 6

We know a guy who was so
crooked he raised a check on himself.
"May I have the next dance?"
"Sure. I don't want it."
Then there was the mean in~
fan try officer. He was rotten to
the corps.

~

"That hermit kissed me."
"Did you scream?"
"N 0 my lips were hermetically
sealed."

FINE PORTRAITS
7-Hour Kodak
Finishing
Franklin's Studio
930% Stat e Street

First Stude: "I got a wonderful
letter from my father today."
Second Stude: "You did! How
much did he send you?"
'Boys," said the old salt, impressively, "you'd hardly believe it,
but the last time I was shipwrecked I lived for a week on a can of
beans!"
There was a long silence.
"Gosh!" finally ventured one
small lad. "Ya didn't have much
room to move around, didja?"

DANCE

TO THE MUSIC
of

Nobby Richardson
and his

Barons
IT'S AIR CONDITIONED
by MOTHER NATURE
EVERY WEDNESDAY,
FRIDA Y and SATURDAY

10c PER PERSON-NO TAX
HOURS 8:30-12 P. M.
City Bus Service Hourly

LOST RIVER
CAVE
Special Busses
AVAILABLE FOR PICNICS1
BATHING PARTIES1 SHORT
TRIPS Etc.
1

FOR INFORMATION
CALL 1465

Bowling Green
Transit Co.
SOO STATE ST.

Buy Your Shampoo
• OIL • TONICS • CREAMS
• LOTIONS

At The
STUDENT'S
BARBER SHOP
1503 Center

Byron Sh a w, P r op.

•

Just In Case
Lecturer (in village hall) : "Now

you all know what a molecule is."
Chairman (interrupting)' "Most
of us do, but perhaps y ou'd better
explain for the benefit of those
w h o have never been up in one."
P rofessor- I am going to speak
on liars today . How many of y ou
h ave read the twenty-fifth chapter
. of the text?
Nearly every student raised his
h and.
Professor-Good. You are the
group to whom I wish to speak.
Ther e is no twenty-fifth chapter.
Then there's the girl who was
so dumb she thought necrology
was the history of petting.
My little friend is very fond of
th e name "Ben" and he named his
'" puppy that. However, as the dog
grew up it became evident that
he h ad been misnamed. After a
consultation with his mother, the
kid changed it to "Ben H u r."

,

We have a thing called a kitchenette in our apartment . . . a
kitchenette ain't nothing in the
w orld but a narrow aisle that runs
between a gas stove and a can of
tomatoes.
Advice To The Lovelorn

I want to know how long
girls should be courted.-Puzzled.
A. The same as short one.
Q.

"Don 't act like a baby !"
. "I can't help it. I was born that
w ay."

"Say, I hear you lost your job.
Why did the foreman fire you ?"
"You know what a foreman ishe 's the one who stands arou n d
and w atches his men work."
"What's that got to do w ith it ?"
"Why, h e got jealous of m e.
P eople thought I was foreman."
F ootball players are a lot of
softies. There they are, safe on
the gridiron, while their customers are risking their lives in th e
traffic.
A fellow crossed his carrier
pigeons w ith parrots so th at w h en
they got lost they could ask their
way hom e.
"What are your views on suicide?"
"I thin k it's too dangerous."
Boy: "Susie, will you marry
m e?"
Girl (though tfully): "You don't
want to m arry me for mon ey, do
y ou, John?"
Boy : "No."
Girl:" "And you 'r e n ot asking
me to marry you 'cause th at frosh
threw you over, are you?"
Boy : "No."
Girl: "A nd it's because you
really love me, isn't it?"
Boy: "Yes."
Girl: "Oh, J ohn, you do say the
loveliest things."
A t The Movies

He: "Is that seat next to yours
reserved? "
She: "Well, it hasn't said a
word since I came in."
The w ives of Brigham Young
were th e first to employ the prophet-sh aring plan.
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Bring Your Kodak Films To

Snapshot Center
For quick Snappy Service an d
the best in Dev€loping and
P r inting.

One 5 x 7 Enlargement free' with each
roll developed and
8 prints.
So that students may become
acquainted with our w ork and
our snappy ser vice we w ill develope your r oll free in addition
t o t h e fr ee 5x7 enlar gement.
this offer to expire July 15.

You Pay Only For The Eight
P r ints At Regular Print Prices.
Loca ted on 10th street between
S t a te and College upstairs over
Singer Sewing Machine Co.

BYE BYE
Until September
MAX B. POTTER
"55 Steps From The Square"

COLLEGE SU PPLI ES

Frosh : "Why did y ou break off
your engagement with J ane? "
Soph: ."She wanted to get marr ied ."
Ambiguous

( From a church notice-board:
Evening Subject:
"What Is Hell Like?"
Come and Hear Our Organist.
It is estimated that for a $20,000
executive the time cost of reading
an ordinary book would be sixty
dollars. Better read a book while
you are poor enough to afford it.

Zippers will never take the
place of buttons. You could never
put a zipper in the collection
plate.

Keep Cool and Fresh
Even in the Heat of A
Summer Afternoon
SU ITS OR DRESSES 50c

E~2" 9ny.)j

EVEN I NG DRESSES 85c

3 Y2 BLOCKS FROM B. U.
3 BLOCKS FROM WESTERN

Double Cross
"Say, Joe, I'm sorry about that
dirty trick I pulled on you the
other day."
"Howzat?"
"That ring I sold you was
phoney."
"It's O.K. I paid you with money I snitched out of your vest
pocket."
"Why, you lousy rat, that was
counterfeit."

SANDWICHES

•
BEER
•
SOFT DRINKS
•
SHERRELL'S
•
MEATS
•

Gangster (to son): "You come
right into the house this minute
and don't let me catch you playing with those good little boys
again!"
Modern
Visitor: "How old are you, son
ny?"
Boston Boy: "That's hard to
say, sir. According to my latest
school tests, I have a psychological
age of 11 and a moral age of 10.
Anatomically, I'm 7; mentally, I'm
9. But I suppose you refer to my
chronological age. That's 8-but
nobody pays any attention to that
these days!"

G. W. MANLEY
GROCERY

Advice Department
My son wants to be a.n auto
racer. What shall I do?-Puzzled.
A. Don't stand in his way.

Sandwich Shop
330 MAI N ST.

GROCERIES

FRESH FRUITS
AN 0 VEGETABLES

1317 Center St.

Q.

Refresh Yourself
These Hot Days
with Our Tasty
Ice Cream

It . Will Give You
Added ·Pep to
Tackle Tha t Tough
Class Schedule

,

ICE CREAM

P h one 640

RADIOS
SOLD
RENTED
REPAIRED
PHONE 9131

KIRTLEY
RADIO
SERVICE
Sixth a nd College

l

Jilted
She : "Here is your ring back. I
cannot marry you; for I love someone else."
He: "Who is he?"
She (nervously): "You're
going to kill him?"
He: "No. But I'll try to
him the ring."

0 r o f., -m-a-d-:-'-'Y- o-u-'r-e-th-e biggest )
sa; I've ever met!"
Stude, quietly: "You forget
\ you rself, sir!"

I

"Have you heard the story that's
going around about Mary?"
"Heard it? Why dearie, I started it ."
Boss: "I wish you wouldn't
whistle at your work."
Worker: "I wasn't working, sir."
Some girls speak just as they
think-but more often.
Two colored boys were having
an argument over a game of cards.
"Ma three aces win," said one.
"Brother," said the other, "ain't
you ashamed of yo' dishonesty?
Ah only dealt you two aces."

MODERN FUR
STORAGE

•
Laundry Service
•
Keep Cool By
Having Us Keep
Your Clothes
Clean and Fresh
PHONE 520
1124 Center Street

,

Just Good
Food

Firel Firel
A store keeper had his stock insured against fire and the same
day his shop and all his merchandise was burnt up in a fire.
This seemed suspicious to the
insurance company, but nothing
could be proved.
However, the president of the
company, to relieve his mind,
wrote the storekeeper the following letter:
"Dear Sir: You took out an insurance policy at 11 A. M. and
your store did not catch fire until
4:30 P. M. Will you kindly explain
the delay?"

-------

It takes a brave man to be a

burglar for he never knows when
some woman will mistake him for
her husband and shoot.

GOODIE
GARDEN
13 th At College

Our idea of the meanest man is
the barber who puts hair restorer
in his shaving cream.
Here's one about a poet who
was rejected by his girl.-So he
threw himself in the w aste-basket.
"What are you thrashing your
little son for?"
"He will get his school report
tomorrow and I must go away toI}ight."

(

Change Now To
Summer Marathon
Motor Oil

Linco Service

Station
A . 1. Rather, Prop.

HAIR CUTS
STYLED TO SUIT YOU.
OUR BARBERS ARE EXPERTS AT PLEASING YOU.

WRIGHT'S
BARBER SHOP
939 College Street

"How do you test the temperature of a baby's bath?"
"You fill the tub with water
and put the baby in it. If the
baby turns red, it's too hot; if the
baby turns purple, it's too cold;
and if the baby turns white, it
needed a bath."

Choose Your
Diamonds Wisely
For the Most
Important Event
of Your Life.

"You were right when you told
me that horse would win in a
walk."
"That so? I thought he lost."
"Yes, that was because the other horses insisted on running."
A style expert is one who can
make a woman feel modest when
she doesn't look it.
Saving Her Kisses
Old-Fashioned Girl: "All my
life I've been saving my kisses for
a man like you."
Modern Young Man: "Well,
prepare to lose the savings of a
lifetime."

One mistake a lot of graduates
make is trying to college their
way through work.

SHE will treasure
a Ring from our
store forever.
Selections to Fit
Any Purse.

•••
Morris Jewelry

Store
COS Main street

The Chesterfield glove, 'created by New York's
smart designer Merry Hull ...
Original and different too is Chesterfield's
way of combining the world's best tobaccos to bring
out the finer. qualities of each. It's the Chesterfield way
and that's why Chesterfields are milder than other
cigarettes. They also have a better taste and more
pleasing aroma. Chesterfields really satisfy.

~AND-AND-GLOVE

MORE
Copyrighr 1939, LIGGElT & MYERS TOBA<'CO Co. , . -

SMOKING

WITH
PLEASURE

